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" You can keep the change," said Soames hurriedly, and
passed on, astonished. Why on earth he had bought the
things, and for more than double their price, he could not
conceive. He did not recollect such a thing having happened
to him before. Extremely peculiar ! And suddenly he
realised why. The fellow had been humble, mild—to be
encouraged, in these days of Communistic bravura. After
all, the little chap was—was on the side of Capital, had
invested in those balloons ! Trade ! And, raising his eyes
towards St. Paul's again, he stuffed the nasty-feeling things
down into his overcoat pocket. Somebody would be taking
them out, and wondering what was the matter with him !
Well, he had other things to think of ! ...
Bicket, however, stared after him, elated. Two hundred
and fifty odd per cent, profit on those two—that was some-
thing like. The feeling, that not enough women were
passing him here, became less poignant—after all, women
knew the value of money, no extra shillings out of them !
If only some more of these shiny-hatted old millionaires
would come along!
At six o'clock, with a profit of three and cightpcncc, to
which Soames had contributed just half, he began to add the
sighs of deflating balloons to his own ; untying them with
passionate care he watched his coloured hopes one by one
collapse, and stored them in the drawer of his tray. Taking
it under his arm, he moved his tired legs in the direction of
the Bridge. In a full day he might make four to five
shillings	Well, it would just keep them alive, and some-
thing might turn up ! He was his own master, anyway,
accountable neither to employer nor to union. That know-
ledge gave him a curious lightness inside, together with the
fact that he had eaten nothing since breakfast.
6 Wonder if he was an alderman,' he thought; ' they say
those aldermen live on turtle soup.' Nearing home, he

